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The Youth of Messiah 

Material supposed to have been found in an 
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Of all things worshipful, scarce a breath 

Had graced the village of Nazareth; 

Too far from Zion for Judah's mould, 

By heathen tainted but not controlled; 

Yet even those clouds that her skies confuse. 

Might robe them after in tenderer hues. 

But Joseph and Mary there unblamed 

Had dwelt, nor them had their offspring shamed; 

And least their firstborn, patriot-named; 

Whom, yearning over his tribe enthralled. 

The sire, high-aiming, had Jesus called. 

As a prayer for return of ancient fame. 

Renewing the primal conqueror's name. 

Who wrested the land from usurpers old. 

And he grew before them, bright and bold; 
They watched and wondered, as year led year, 
If mind or hand were to cast his sphere. 
To thought and teaching, none like him bent, 
But endeavor no less was element. 
No young unfolding of spirit bloom 
More deep of the glory drank and gloom 
That psalmist or prophet's hallowed page 
With tempest shadow, with Heaven illume ; 
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Yet was it Joshua's zealot rage, 
Whose deeds were to fire his opening soul, 
That swayed his passion with more control, 
Or Job's low moaning, and vision high? 
All kindled, or moistened, the quick, deep eye. 
And in all, one lode-star beaconed clear : 
The nearer to God, to him more near. 
Then, all receding another day. 
Consigned his ardors to work or play. 
And in either his leading hand was felt ; 

He foremost in youthful pastime ranged. 
At his father's bench apprentice dwelt. 
But guided soon the mechanic toil 
Of others who knew but the daily moil ; 

And again, transmuted and unestranged. 
Alone he haunted sequestered shades. 
Untrodden wilds and serenest glades. 
Hung over the Abib-wakening flower. 
With the fervor that glowed in the Seer's hour. 
With the joy that his eagerest sports could yield. 
With the pains that his axe and mallet wield; 
The mountain knew him, its pant and rest; 
Of his friends, the dumb grew oft the best. 
Next day, perhaps, to a peering crowd. 
Occasion lifted his voice aloud 
In counsel and exhortation true; 
All centred the sunflower glance thereto ; 
The languishing, quickened before his touch, 
Gave hint for a life consigned to such. 
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And we guess the hours, though their stroke be 

mute, 
Of plantings that fixed yet deeper root: 
Of the strifes to which all without was peace, 
The traces rest, but the records cease. 
So rich a being, no child of one 
He seemed, but humanity's chosen son ; 
Yet sole in himself, as other none. 
So deep the mark that his nature graved. 
None called him changeful, or mocked or braved, 
But marvelled of what the man would do 
Whose youth in its powers so diverse grew. 
It is strange, in the lines of that dusty roll 
How I fix the feature, how frame the soul 1 
That face is with me, in clearer sight 
Than those I have parted from tonight; 
Were the pencil mine, I could brand it fast ; 
Far other, than late-day art has cast ! 
No pallors thin, and pathetics dim ; 
Great Karl was liker than these to him. 

The traits that awaked such gaze and doubt, 
A thread within and a chain without, 
Combining and ordering, shaped one whole. 
This purpose axled the burning soul: 
What yet he would do, himself not knew, 
But somewhat, surely, and large and true. 
Let others be what they may, breathed he, 
No common lot, nor in vain, for me. 
And sundry the aims that coursed his youth. 



lo THE YOUTH OF MESSIAH 

But still ascending in strength and truth. 

Yet ever a softer motive stirred; 

Where accent of human grief was heard, 

All other scope of the great heart fell, ' 

All turned to succor, till that were well. 

With the folk, this rated all gifts above ; 

The rest were for wonder, this for love : 

While many a high-bound scheme lay slacked. 

Where pity, as with an edge had hacked. 

There was scorn in his thought for creeping mind ; 

But pain remanded all scorn behind. 

For the rest, the torrent of life and will. 
Its banks o'erbearing, some tracks of ill 
Disclosed on the surface it watered still ; 
Imperious, doubtless, among the crowd 
That mated him not, unsharing, proud. 
To the simple burghers he oft appeared ; 
No mode he followed, no name he feared. 
Not loud at presumption's vaunt he laughed. 
But pierced the tumor with satire's shaft; 
Not always unharmful dullness won 
Forbearing of him, where its like was none. 
Nor solemn nor tender lines could hide 
The lava-core of ascendant pride; 
Not wronging the meanest, but yielding nought 
To power or to wealth, to creed or thought; 
Or Jew or Roman, or prince or priest. 
Earth-greatest weighed in the scale with least; 
A pride too high, ye have well divined. 
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Far aught of baseness or gain to blind; 

A pride too just, to withhold the due 

Of homage to parent good and true. 

And over his acts one band must fall, 

Not forming each, biit conforming all*; 

With the truth of his heartstrings, true he clave 

To the claims of his birth-land, free or slave. 

Far borne from those annals his spirit drank. 

The splendor and shame of Israel sank ; 

And ever the fountain of dream and plan 

Deliverance flowed, for the stricken clan. 
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II 

Thus manhood came to crown the imperial boy ; 
What crown, what sceptre should his rule employ? 
No time was then for prosperous realm's increase ; 
No realm itself of theirs, nor path of peace. 
Not Egypt, Syria, Gath, or Babel now 
God's vineyard ravaged with demoniac plow, 
But less abhorred, more hopeless of remove, 
Stern Roman onset through all barrier drove. 
No black profaning of their altar-floors. 
No ruthless exile to ungodly shores, 
Attend the ordered conquerors in their awe. 
But league of Herod, and domain of law. 
Perplexed between submission and revolt. 
Ne'er yet the saints had found them thus at fault. 
Cross-lighted thence, from weal and faith at odds. 
Unsure of Jewish or of Roman gods. 
Throbbed many a gasp among them to be free ; 
But most of all, in turbid Galilee. 
There, mixture of nativity diverse 
Laid not the strife, but urged confusion worse. 
One band or other, clotted from her veins, 
Perturbed her soul with hope of nameless gains. 
New hour presaging; but as often, sunk 
In anarch riot, and disaster, shrunk. 
Were it but Rome and Israel, unalloyed. 
Some union two clear elements had joyed; 
But fusion-clouded, this poor northern clime 
Lay statuteless, confounding right and crime. 
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What act, in soreness of his people's need, 
The young, new Joshua will essay to lead ? 
Be sure, no passage of the tribal strife 
Escaped the eye that swept all bounds of life. 
Of Rome he searched; of Caesar well he knew; 
And, in the mind of Caesar, nought could view 
But what was his ; that all-controlling mood. 
How should he fashion for this people's good? 
Alas, the fields were straitened 1 Caesar found. 
Ripe to his working, empire without bound; 
In these scant villages, of dne week's pace, 
With peasant brawlers, what heroic space? 
Works he would frame to wield them all in one, 
Then pause, unhopeful, though the task were done. 
For with full-orbing wisdom, faith misgave. 
If aught these captives from their bonds could 

save: 
Not now in thraldom far from native soil. 
But ever by their own defect at foil. 
And he had found what measure God had dealt 
Of grace wherever His own children dwelt; 
Had he not learned of Persia, Tyre, and Greece, 
What rays they scattered of immortal peace? 
He sought beyond their phalanx and their wall, 
And found what riches they had stored for all. 
Were he Jehovah's kingdom to begin. 
Whom to its union should he rather win ? 
Ah, for the rule that those Italian bands 
Laid on their own and all reluctant lands 1 
Then might some city more eternal rise 
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Than David's hills had bosomed in the skies. 
But these, unheeding save the Levite law, 
What living league their yokeless hearts can draw? 
The grounded ill so mortal and so long, 
Raged here to frenzy, there exhaled in song. 

There were days when Thy hand was above us, 

O Lord of our hosts and Thine I 
Thou wert sworn in Thy truth to love us. 
Nor tempest nor time should move us. 

Where light of Thy face did shine ; 
Art Thou turned in Thy faith, is another thy 

bride? 
Are we who have waited Thee, spumed aside, 

Our Leader on earth and our Liege divine ? 

Our sins are heavy about us : 

Our fathers, had they no sin ? 
Is it holy so long to doubt us ? 
Thy foes are the throngs without us. 

Thy rebels, the false within. 
If Thy ark and Thy temple, the holies of old, 
No place in their Master's care shall hold. 

Is it we, poor flock, who the breach begin ? 

O God of our fathers, restore us. 

Forgive our blasphemings of pain I 
Our evil is ever before us. 
But ever Thy mercy is o'er us, 

All passes, but Thou dost remain. 
Let Thy Moses and Samson awake us once more, 
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Redeem the inheritance, Thine of yore, 

Be our God, and enroll us Thy people again. 

He felt the tears, whose call was not in vain; 
But no assurance in that theme, again. 
Not back but forward must their progress lie. 
And past reclaims, but mark the hour gone by. 
No side the promise of deliverance woke; 
Yet not for that the giant spirit broke. 
Disorder cried the need of healing hand. 
And where the need, for such the work was 

planned. 
About the iron squares of Rome's array. 
Hovered the vulture-clouds of lawless prey. 
Of no communion, race, or nation these. 
But where the carcass, there the beak to seize ; 
And they who but for hardship's little toiled, 
By deaf marauding saw their little spoiled. 
How shall young Great-heart view the wrong and 

shame ? 
Oft had that heart divided round its aim ; 
But justice, birthright, faith, and pity here, 
All rushed in one, to pour the torrent clear. 
He gathered aid, of spirits like his own, 
To forge an armor for the state o'erthrown ; 
Not long the leading hand and brain had work 
To mould them, shepherd, fisher, smith, or clerk; 
Not readier joined beneath his father's eye, 
The beveled timbers he had learned to ply. 
With these he hasted, where confusion burned 
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In outrage loudest, and the spoiler turned. 

Not where his native Galilean hills 

Rock-bound the village, had they known those ills ; 

Safeguarded from invasion and turmoil 

By natural fastness, hers was not the toil. 

But harrowing tales from Gilead fields afar 

Inflamed their veins and piloted the war. 

In placid rule Decapolis lay there ; 

The spiny ridge this side was bandit's lair. 

Thence many a peaceful home they fenced from 

wrack;. 
Sharp execution failed not of its track; 
Fair Gilead smiled again, with new-bom hope, 
And steps of beauty on her stony slope; 
And broader visions on achievement rise. 
To which achievement but as threshold lies. 
Yet may not all the land once more be home ? 
May he not learn of Rome to vanquish Rome ? 
Already groundworks of an infant state 
Begin to range them, in his lining straight; 
Laws, uncontrolled, for that small weal he frames. 
An isle of order in a sea of flames. 

Not yet by tetrarch or centurion traced. 
The tender commonwealth its despot faced; 
For where its line that all-subduer stretched 
Wild pillage shrank, and warier compass fetched. 
But other power there was the tale to catch, 
Not less imperious, and of closer watch. 
With heart of rectitude and face of crab, 
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Ruled Israel there, the Rabbi Kedmahab; 
Not the young Savior more undaunted stood 
For cause of right, or readier with his blood. 
He, too, the woes of Jacob viewed with grief. 
And likewise prayed and plotted for relief. 
He, piercing synagogue and hearth and tent. 
With lantern glance, his visitation bent. 
Where the new empire and its founder new. 
In grassy Gilead, trained their chosen few. 
To witness, first, the sleuth eye was not slow. 
Were all observance there fulfilled or no; 
And many a sacred point of rule he missed, 
Where all had sprung, as need and genius list. 
Sternly he summoned to response the chief; 
"What do ye," he required in accents brief; 
" Is God's command of no avail with you. 
That from His law ye have withheld its due ? 
Of your own hearts a way do ye devise 
And prayer and oflFering, priest and rite despise?" 

All turned to Jesus; bearded scarce, he sat. 
But soul of all, the rest now smitten flat; 
He knew alone of practice and of law. 
And what was meet, and what could be, he saw. 
With steadfast mien he answered : " Holy priest. 
Not of thy honors would we bate the least; 
Yea, to restore them, and our ways of old. 
Is this attempt, and all the advance we hold ; 
But not for solemn pomp and hallowed song 
The time was, but to master cruel wrong; 
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First let us heal the wound, regain our peace, 
Then raise thy ministries, no more to cease." 
"It may not be," replied the scribe, complete; 
** Ye work ye know not what. In Moses' seat 
None dare ascend, but whom his course appoints ; 
Woe to the sovereign who himself anoints 1 
Full many a rover now has rent his bond; 
Your act is theirs, rebellious, vain, and fond." 
"Lead then thy flock," Bar- Joseph spake once 

more ; 
" Perform all office; we retire before; 
No law forbids to rescue the distressed; 
That was our part alone; take thou the rest." 
Thus did he force alliance with his priest; 
Nor faltered, that his word some whit decreased 
From the wide flights his thought was wont to 

soar; 
In present good, remoter aims forbore. 
So the stem Rabbi school and synod reared 
Where late the herdsman plundering bandit 

feared; 
And well the heavenward guide, himself he 

deemed. 
Not the adventurer who the whole had schemed. 
While he, uncareful who the tribe might bless. 
Though more of Hillel and of Shammai less 
Had pleased him, in the order of the fold, 
His living service yet essayed to hold. 
But soon he found all conduct overborne; 
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So many days from vital action torn 
By ritual claim ; so much cross-precept given, 
He saw his toil on backward current driven. 
And what he least could brook, instead of growth, 
A dull remission of compulsive sloth. 
Faithful to pledge, he would not counterwork. 
Though starts of mastery in his pulses lurk. 
Spare the sad, needless tale of petty strife 
With which the days, once joyous, now were rife. 
At length a gathering of the outlaw foe, 
Unwonted-fierce, renewed the strains of woe. 
Once more the victim shepherd, terror-sped. 
Bereft of all, for shelter helpless fled; 
Once more the avenger of appealing blood 
In panoply of wrath and valor stood. 
The ready band to arms and station sprang; 
When from their watchful Rab the mandate rang : 
" Hold, and defile not preparation eve." 
Chill perturbation did that menace leave. 
Then burst at once the long encumbered tide 
In that high heart, and bondage hurled aside: 
" Who guiltless of his brother's blood will be," 
Proclaimed the voice of empire, ** Follow me." 
Dismay yet shaded many a quaking reed ; 
But some, full used to that unerring lead, 
Some, all unreckful of the ghostly awe. 
Regarding none but their controller's law, 
Made head sufficing for the breathless march. 
Where children wail, where black'ning cinders 
parch, 
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Blood-gorged and booty-swollen, the demon throng 
Rolled revelling wide; yet sharp for newer wrong, 
One cowering village more to prey devote. 
Full on their midst the lightning squadron smote, 
Death rode on every lance and circling sword. 
Till none but ravens traced the wolfish horde. 

Then consolation, where it might prevail, 
He poured on widow's heart and orphan's bale; 
The roofless hut dispatching to restore, 
Now Ezra he, where Joshua late before; 
Loss of the simple folk to render back. 
For treasury in his princedom did not lack; 
Swift as to strike, so prompt and sure to heal, 
All in his touch the hand of leading feel. 
'Mid these deep cares a sullen form drew near. 
Dragged by the scouring band his doom to hear. 
** What urged thee, felon, to such deeds as these? " 
The victor asked; and heard the wretch's pleas: 
" I had no malice to your people, I ; 
But wrongs oppressed me, and no friend was by. 
Nought strange I've done, but as my fellows do ; 
I sought my living, as did they and you." 
Turned the new Judge to give the word of fate ; 
When thus the sentence did his lip translate : 
" Thou hast but sought thy life? Receive it then, 
If thou canst use it for more good to men." 
The gazing captive turned almost to man. 
And begged admission to the wondrous clan. 
So he returned with paean, prayer, and praise. 
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His followers thinking on serener days. 
And forth to meet him came, before them all, 
Another Samuel to another Saul, 
As well he weened, great Kedmahab alone, 
Storm on his brow and thunder in his tone : 
** For brawl and Belial, rebels, are ye met, 
The days Jehovah to Himself hath set?" 
High answer their young conqueror to begin. 
They, all unweeting what had wrought within. 
Expected fast; he bowed his laurelled head, 
And soft as penitent, imploring said, 
** The cries of wounded brethren pierced our ear. 
And God, we thought, commanded such to hear. 
Forgive the affront that no rebellion taught." 
"Forgiveness is of Him ye set at naught; 
Mine is to vindicate His law, and keep 
From soil and wandering His entrusted sheep. 
Can He not save His outcasts, if He will ? 
Must your wild hearts His purposes fulfill? 
Look on your hands ; their stain hath made report 1 
No more be partner of our holy court." 
Unanswering, undefenced, the youth withdrew; 
Deep fell the marvel of his gallant crew. 

Yet free his bearing, as when glory-crowned. 
His progress homeward from his deed he bound. 
I glean that even amid the work of fame, 
A faltering motion o'er his spirit came; 
He was not cold to glory's widening beam ; 
But which the glory now did clearer seem : 
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When headlong o'er confounded ranks he swept, 
Or when his blessings cheered the heart that wept ? 
Oh, for a time, and is it still so far. 
When love might arm him with the power of war 1 
The hands of blood I that priest could little know 
How far more hideous to himself they grow. 
Such triumph always had that sense instilled. 
His own blood rather than the foes' he spilled. 
What rays, that hour, the starry scripture cast, 
"The glory of transgression overpassed." 
Not sharp repentance had his bosom wrung. 
But larger vision had the veil unhung. 
Oh, duteous Rabbi 1 thy rebuke is light; 
We two are brothers, if thou search aright. 
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III 

And where shall now the leader bend his course, 
Whose steps are conflict, and whose breast is 
peace? 

Around him stretched a realm of new resource, 
Big with each hour's increase; 

Power he could move that all the world would ope, 

A field of triumph, to prophetic hope. 

But here the ways before his sight divide; 

If he the young republic bring to birth. 
Is God or Caesar then to be his guide ? 

What shall his end be worth? 
Not one domain, but an eternal two. 
The state shall be, half Roman and half Jew. 

The folk lie bonded to their holy law ; 

He would not if he might, divorce their faith; 
In these no substance for his dream he saw ; 

Hark what the prophet saith: 
"They fill them from the east; but there shall 

grow 
A remnant, who my future way shall know." 

One part or other, now must bend the path; 

Henceforth by foiling Rome to follow Rome, 
Where all shall be constriction, gore, and wrath, 

Or all by love to come. 
The orb of empire, with its bubble hues. 
At once dissolves its bubble form and views. 
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Shall then those tyrannies rage unrepressed? 

Yea, let them rage, till overruling peace 
Lay these and all our mortal harms to rest, 

And bid confusion cease. 
While other rescue none appeared, then war; 
But now there dawns a welfare surer far. 

Home to his Nazareth he straight returned, 
A world new opening but not yet surveyed; 

Deep hid the fire that inward ever burned ; 
His parents' age repaid; 

Effaced all footprint of the brave career. 

Sealed every lip that might emblaze it here. 

No baffling task;, rare passage ranged between 

The Galilean and the Gilead vales. 
Few to attend his parting steps were seen; 

Few heard the earlier tales. 
Too vast the tides that in his bosom rolled, 
For aught but silence their approach to hold. 

His older task, of builder, he renewed. 

Attending mightier frames than wood or stone; 

His absence deemed among his neighbors rude. 
But 'prentice term now done. 

That answer to their kindly quests he gave; 

Unchanged all else, but largelier calm and grave. 

As nearer cleaves the garment of his toil 

More vast the gulf that parts the tract within. 

No step was downward ; past the roar and spoil, 
Sublimer hours begin. 



THE YOUTH OF MESSIAH 27 

First, throne of self, that centred and obscured. 
Lay sunk forever under bars assured. 

For all his labors from their earliest rise. 
High bent and strenuous, rolled before his 
thought; 

And showed how prostrate all endeavor lies, 
That his own end had sought. 

How blessed, nevermore that phantom strife. 

But all once rendered in a greater Life 1 

With even far footfalls of that life to come, 

Already airs of Heaven are breathing by. 
Desires of earth, peace-parted, soft and numb. 

Low in their ashes lie. 
Long on that mouldering of the past he stayed, 
While strengthening light the fainted clouds ar- 
rayed. 
It shines around him; not a rending loss. 

But cast-off raiment soiled and overworn. 
The gold of Heaven came out from earthly dross. 

But earth lay there, new bom. 
All now was his ; the rule of deeds, below ; 
The rule of souls, that Rabbi could not know. 

Along the wider and new-lighted scene. 
His eyes he raised, in question of his way ; 

Too lovely long the sunshine and the green 
For thought or motion lay. 

When earthly destiny appeared anew. 

The past and future gathered in one view. 
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Not less, but more, the power and sway shall be, 
Than when the legion mustered at his call ; 

Not f alPn 'twixt Rome and Salem in the sea ; 
One Father is of all. 

The brotherhood of all, and guiding Hand, 

That he had felt, made earth one household band. 

One household then let all the world be known ; 

He earliest-bom, who gained the birthright first, 
To lead all others be his task alone. 

From their old bonds accursed. 
All others ; but, as earliest love returns. 
Toward his own people first his hunger yearns. 

Oh, Israel, Israel, that hast heard so oft 

The voice of truth and peace reclaiming thee, 

Yet one more word, severer and more soft, 
Reach forth to set thee free 1 

All then the seers have told, thou shalt fulfill; 

If not, then others, and my Father's will. 

Howbeit, the tidings I am now to bear, 

No time shall silence, and no might shall quell; 

The power is come, to utter, act, and dare. 
That fears not earth or hell. 

Oh, people of my heart, my life, my blood. 

Oh, scribe and Levite, share with me our good 1 

All pride and valor shall be now to bear 

The worst that Darkness from her cave may 
deal; 
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No cause of mine, but His whom I declare, 

And first on earth reveal. 
Patience with weakness ever dwelt before; 
Now all the strength of arms be hers, and more. 

Thus ministering, with gentlest walk and speech 
Shall reign high conquest, never cower defeat. 

As God in me forgives, so shall I teach ; 
Most high shall be most sweet. 

Let answering love, let blasting hate befall; 

Thou, Father, hast ordained and cherished all. 



Not in one speedy glance the daylight sprang 
That laid his task and earth's hereafter clear: 

Slow years of faithful watch the matin rang; 
But as the Dove draws near, 

The wasting edges of that ancient scroll 

Mar lines, and tell not if it showed the whole. 



